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top of the Pyramid of the Sun. Its base measurement was
said to be that of the pyramids of Egypt, but it was less high,
and at the top it was flat for sacrifice. Here the human
bodies, after their hearts were cut out, were simply thrown
over the edge, and there are said to have been men stationed
on each platform below to pitchfork them on and over, down
to the next, until finally at the bottom they were collected by
those to whom they proudly belonged and taken away, it having
been a great honour to be sacrificed !
We were allowed to visit the new excavations which had not
then been revealed to the world, and of which little has been
heard even yet.
Shuttered and hidden away behind an Aztec Teocali,
another had been discovered, of infinitely earlier date. The
sides of the steps leading to the summit were punctuated by
enormous dragon heads. The eyes of the dragon were set
with obsidian. These sculptures bore traces of colour. They
suggested something very definitely Chinese, Conjecture
concerning them seems futile. No one knows—there is no
theory, no explanation. They will probably remain one of the
unrevealed mysteries of the world's history.
Perhaps if the fanatical first Spanish viceroy had not
burnt all the Indian records, something might have been
known.
As I viewed these monuments from the top of the Teocali
I realized proudly that sculpture survives where painting and
life and race and history and tradition fade away. Almost
one might say that sculpture, when it is monumental, is
immortal.
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Such were our days until I delivered my letters of intro-
duction. I did not lose sight of the fact that I had come
to do the bust of the President, that Korbd would not do,
though how I should make my way to him I did not yet know.
I trusted to luck and to chance.
One of my letters introduced me to a Mexican family, from
whom I learnt something of the Mexican aristocracy's point

